MODERN  TRAVEL

it has travelled the perfect round, from the filmed
protoplasmic cell, by all the paths of plant
complexity, to the high simplicity of the great
king cactus, the sahuaro.

Going west by the Old Trails Road, you do not
begin to find sahuaro until you are well down,
toward the black hills of Tucson, and it is not at
its best this side of the toad-like heap of volcanic
trap which turns the river out of its course, called
Tummomoc, Here it rises to a height of twenty-
five or thirty feet, erect, columnar, dull green, and
deeply fluted, the outer ridges of the flutings set
with rows of lateral spines that inclose it as in.
a delicate greyish web. Between the ridges the
sahuaro has a texture like well-surfaced leather,
giving back the light like spears, that, seen from
a rapidly moving car, make a continuous vertical
flicker in the landscape. Marching together
against the rose-and-vermilion evening, they have
a stately look, like the pillars of ruined temples.

For the first hundred years or so the sahuaro
preserves the outline of its virgin intention to be
straight, but in the case of wounding, or perhaps
in seasons of excess, it puts forth without calcula-
tion immense columnar branches like the arms
of candelabra, curving to bring their growing;
tips parallel to the axis of the main stem, which
they reproduce as if from their own roots.

The range of the sahuaro is restricted. Begin-
ning with isolated specimens about the San Pedro
River, it spreads south and west, but the true
sahuaro forests are not reached until the gate
of Papagueria is past, or the flats of Salt River.
A small plantation of them has crossed the
Colorado and established itself in California.
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